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And storms the rampires of his back;

Which taken in, her colours spread

March to th' citadel of Js head.

Now as in witty torturing Spain                           55

The brain is vexjd^ to vex the brain,

Where heretics' bare heads are arm'd

In a close helm, and in it charm'd

An overgrown and meagre rat.

That piecemeal nibbles himself fat:                       60

So on the toad's blue-chequer'd skull

The spider gluttons herself full,

And vomiting her Stygian seeds,

Her poison, on his poison feeds.

Thus the envenom'd toad, now grown                   65

Big with more poison than his own.

Doth gather all his pow'rs, and shakes

His stormer in 's disgorged lakes;

And wounded now, apace crawls on

To his next plantain surgeon;                                70

With whose rich balm no sooner dress'd,

But purged is his sick swoln breast;

And as a glorious combatant

That only rests a while to pant^

Then with repeated strength, and scars                75

That; smarting, fire him to new wars.

Deals blows that thick themselves prevent,

As they would gain the time he spent:
So the disdaining angry toad

That calls but a thin useless load;                         So

His fatal feared self comes back

With unknown venom filTd to crack.

Th' amazed spider, now untwin'd,

Hath crept up, and herself new lin'd

With fresh salt foams, and mists that blast           85

The ambient air as they pass'd.

And now methinks a sphinx's wing

I pluck, and do not write but sting;

With their black blood my pale ink Js blent,

Gall Js but a faint ingredient.                                 90

The pol'tic toad doth now withdraw,

Warn'd, higher in Campania.

There wisely doth, entrenched deep,

His body in a body keep.,